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NANCY,

AX IDYL OF THE KITCHET.
Tn brown bolland apron shestood in the kitch-
en;
Her sleeves were rolled up and her cheeks
all aglow;
Her hair was coiled neatly,
creetly,
Stood watching while Naney was kneading
the dough.

when 1, indis-

Now, who could be neater, or brighter, or
sweeter,
Or who hum a song =ode* ghtfully low,
Or who look so siender, so graceful, so tender,
As !&;m . 8weet Nancy, while kneading the
ugh?

How deftly she pressed it, and squeezod it,
caressed §t;
And twisted and turned it, now quick and
now slow.
Ah, me, but that madness I've paid for in sad-
ness

*Twis my heart she was kneading as well as
the dough.
At last, when she tusned for her pan to the
dresser,

She saw me and Vlushed, and said shyly:
“Please go,
Or m‘y _II-_ra-ud I'll be spoiling in spite of my
oiling,
If you stand here and watch while I'm
kneading the dough.”

I begged for permission to stay.
listen;
The sweet little tyrant said: “No, sir! no!

She'd not

Yet when 1 had vanished on being thas ban-
ished,
My heart staid with Nancy {while kneading
the dough.

I'm dreaming, sweet "Nancy, and see you in

a fuancy,
Your heart, love, has softened and pitied
Andmy wo«l.
we, dear, are rich in a dainty, wee
kitchen ¥ "

Where Nuncy, my Nancy, stands kneading
the dough. ] g
—Juhn A. Fraser, Jr., in Century.
—_— ..

HOW KATY OPENED THE DUOR.

I

It is not comfortable to he poor. T do
not mean merely very, very poor, like the
man who goes about with a bend-organ—
though, by the way, judging from the
quantity of pennies he gets, [ shouldn’t
wonder if he were rich, and simply pur-
sued his occupation because he is fond of
exercise and classical music.  But suppos-
inz him to be as poor as he looks, 1 do not
mean that alone. Anvbody is uncom?ort-

ably poor whoowes money and can’t pay |

it, or who really needs and desires some-
thing but ean’t afford it.
most people are poor very often.
there are only two remedies: one is, to
have more money, which is not always
easy to manage, and the other is, not to
want so many things, which iz also not
easy, but, on the whole, more advisable,
Yet it is quite as uncomfortable and
twice as absurd to feel poor when one is
not poor. This is what ailed Mr., Crabbe.
He had money enough, if he had only
thonght so. He lived as well 23 he knew
how. If his house was rather gloomy and
lomesome, it was berause he chose to live
alone. His wife had died manv vears be-
fore this story begins., His only danghter
had married against his will and he bad
never forgiven her—not even when she
wrote begging his love and pardon, as sue
often did at first, or begging his help, as
she once did afterwards. He had simply
burned the letters without opening them,
and had even forgotten the postmarks, It
was now at least eight years since she had
left him, and be did not know, and thought
he did not eare what had become of her.
All that time he had been getting rich as
fast as he could. 1 suppose that in most
cases, if a man will give up everything for
it, be can get rich, but it is a fearful price

to pay. Old Crabbe had not found out this
truth fully. He fancied that if bhe
wasu’t quite comfortable it was be-
cag=e Le was still poor. “How
can a man be happy,” he used
to grumble, *“losing money every day?

Such times! peopls pretending they can’t
pay their rent, and real estate going
down all the while!?

Old Crabbe’s husiness was to get monev
from the tenants of his houses: and his
only pleasure was totake that money and
buy more houses. He had been a merchant
in earlier days: but be bad given that up,
because he thonght bhe hated to see and
speak with prople, Folks talked such ruli-
bish, he sand, over the counter:; and a
woman shopning was enough to drive a
man mad! There was some teuth in that,
1 confess: bnt not sulficient to  justify him
in despising the world altozether. The
real secret was, that baving  cruelly
wronged his danghter, be tried to  believe
that everybody, particulary every swoman,

was somebow wronging him, or would do
80 at the first opportunit At all events,
h" had relare 1 'l'-\i-l!lh--.l.‘-'*—'\. }l'.:I hils ey
into honses, aind

cmployved an agent to look

1

after 1 1, <o that b
ally mect Lis tennnis.
sid bed “if they

need never person-
“They’re all alike,”
can’t roby me they'™l bogre

me. What do I care for their smoky chim-
neys amdl poor Kitchen ranges, and the
pip-s and rools that leak, and the doors |

that won’l shut, and the moldy wall-paper,
and the three coats of paint that
thingz needs, and all the rest of ¥

avery-

Bat, although he took so moch pains (and |
was willing to pay an agent a moderate |
very moderals glarv) to aveid having

aunything to do with his tenants, he
attended to the whole business, The agent
was little more than o go-between, and
wias obliged to report (o old Crabbe almost
every day and takes his orders. “Don’
tell me their names.* said tne landlord,
“and don't tell them oy name. DBut don’t
you dare to do anything or promise any-
thing till T give you leave!” 2

The agent was a jolly Irishman, who, if
be could have had his own way, would have
demanded no rent at all, and l-at money to
the tepants into the bargain. “Nuare,
it’s litrle good the money does the loike o
bim,'” he used to mutter, as he received the
monthly pavinents from people who looked
as if they laid down with every dollar a bit
of the paie flesh from their bones. Buat he
was honest in obeving orders: and, al-
thongh Le gave plenty of cheering words
and syvmpathy, he wasted none of old
Crabbe’s moeney. Indeed, he could not
well hars done so withont being found ouar,
for the old man used to cruise around early
in the morning or late in the evening, when
he thought he would not be seen and in-
spect matters for himself.

The day I am now writing of was the
24¢h of Decembier. The agent was just
leaving Mr. Crabbe’s gloomy house after
making his report. He had managed to

give satisfaction in every case but one, and |

in that one case he had obstinately insisted
that the rent ought to be reduced.

“Paith, yer honor,” said he, *it’s too big
a proice for the lirtle ould house at all, an’
itnot fit to live in without new front shteps
to it an’a power o' paichin’ on the roof,
an’ no gas nor water, an’ the furnace as
good as wore oot intfrely.  Sure the widdy
’d after lavin® long ago av she hadn’t lived
there so happy with ner husband-—rist his
sowl! It’s aloine man he was, an’ good as
gowld—barrin® the gowld—he hadn’t
enough ‘o that to burrt him !

“There, there!” interrupted old Crabbe:
“haven't I told vou [ don’t want to know
anything about the peopls that live in my

houses? Widows and husbands—it’s all
one to me. Let them pay their rent or get
out!”

“Av coorse!” replied the agent. **I'hat’s
what 1 said to the widdy—I mane the tin-
ant—and says she, ‘1 think Il have to give
wou the rig'lar notice.” So [ thought ver

nor’d better be tould, for it's not many
tinants you’d be after gettin® for that place
ﬁlt!‘_v’hi)\l': in the did of winter, too, more’s
the pity.” With thattlbe agent departed,
and when he had reached the street and
could not be overheard by old Crabbe, be
chuckled and said to himself: “That con-
cludin’ consideration was an illigant bit of
logic. That’ll do the business!”

Apparently he had guessed correetly, for
nﬂ:eg be had gone old Crabbe, sitting alone
in the house, began to think the matter
over. He wasn’t quite ready to tear dowif
No. 142, the bouse to which the agent had
referred, and build *'fiats” in the place of
it. He wanted first to secure the next lot,
whieh he did not yet own. And if the

_ tenants should leave, it would be
' to find others who would take iton

ny terms, except those of thorough and
:iﬂlivo repairs. Yet to reduce rent,
even to retain & good tenant, was against
Wblu. is cne of those things
should be dovs only as 3 last resort.

In this sense |
And |

really |

Old Crabbe looked over a big book con-
taining columns of figures. Then he
ciphere¢d a little on A bit of paper, and
found that he had some twenty thonsand
- dollars of money to spare for new invest- |
rments. Such a result ought to have made
him good-natured—I am sure it would have |
that eflfect upon me—Liut he made a wry
face over it and bangl the lids of the biz
book together, and sailit was just his luck
—with decent foriune Le shoulil bave had
thirty thousand Ly the end of the year, |
inst-ad of twenty. I

But after venting his ill temper on a |
chair or twn, and making a few more spite-
ful remarks about the world sn:d the way it
treated him, he returned to ithoughts of
| business, Even his fits of discoutent were
not allowed to interfere with business,
And the result of Lis meditations was
that he put on his hig slooched hat
and his bizg shaggv overcoat, and went
out to look at No. 142 for himself, and ses
if it was such a tumble-down place as
that agent of his pretended. It was still
early in the afterncoon, buta snow storm
was going onat a presty lively rate, and
whtn old Crabbe reached the place he
songht and stond on the opposite side of
the street to look at Neo. 142, the snow had
made the house as respectable as any of
its neighbors, “New front steps!” mut-
tered he. “Nonsense!” And he erossed
the street to look at them a little more
closely. There were only two steps,
| and thers was a hole in the first of them;
but the snow had hidden the hole, as well
as a very slippery spot on the sidewalk just
before the steps—a slippery spot which
bad been carefully cultivated by wickad
boys. So it came to pass that on that spot
{ 0ld Crabbe placed one foot (for Ja fraction
of a second only) and into that hole went
his other foot immediately, and forward
went his whole body. He almost fell, but
not quite, and he ecertainly would have
banged his head violently against the front
door if it had not at that instant been
opened suddenly. But this is an excellent
vlace to econclude the present chapter and
eave the reader in a state of harrowing
suspense. It is almost always just as the
door opens that we encounter those dread-
ful words: “Tu be continved in our next.,”

11.

I have nbserved that great authors, after
bringing abont a crisis like that in my last
chapier, do not continue it in their next,
whatever they may promise todo. They
always say: “Leaving our hero in this
distressing  position, let us now narrate
some events which occurred several vears
before, and which have a bearing upon our
story.” 1 am going to imitatethis fnshion,
thongh in a mod rate way—for I don’t
like to follow fashion to extreme:—ind
thie mystery of the door that opened in
my last shall not b» salved until I have
j tol 1 somethine abont the inhabitants of No,
142, and the scenes which took place there
on that same afternoon, not long hefore
old Crabbe slipped, as aforesaid, on the
iront sieps.

It realiy was not such a desperately bad
| house, though the agent had told the literal |
truth about it. But it is astonishinz how
long one can econtiune th live in a house,
and be quite comfortable, too, in spite of
lotz of tuings heing out of ocder. 1f yon
don’t believe this, listen while vour mother
talks to your father, or your ather to the
landlord, abous the things that rezlly must
be done this vear to the plumking and the
paiuting and the range and the ceilings and
the door-knobis; and then notice how many
of them don’: zet done after all, and how
the family poes on another year without
being =0 very unhappy over it. No, 142
was little and old, possessed of all the
ancient inconvenisne«s, with few of the
modern conveniences, except, indeed, a
door-bell that was out of order, and a fur-
nnee in the cellar that made a good deal of
trouble. Nevertheless, it was very cosy
and pleasant under the low ceilings of the
neat and tastefully-arranged rooms. Cer-
tainly so thought the sad and gentle lady
who, with her littic daughter, inhabited
them, as, on the afternoon of the 24th of
December, she looked around the pretty
parlor and sizhed and said, half to hersgelf
and half to the agent: *It will be hard to
leave this place, I have bLeen so happy
here.”

“Yes'm,” replied the agent, promptiy;
“it’'s a big shame, it is; thim front shteps,
an' the furnace an' all, an® a dillikit laddy
like vou, an’ the purrty gurrl.”

“Ah” said the lady, “‘that’s not the
reason. The reason is that we cannot af-
ford to have a house all to ourselves. We
have not very much money, and we must
be economical. When my dear husband
died, three years ago, I feared that we
would not be able to goon living Lere: but
I resolved to try, for it was so hard tui
giveitup! And I bhoped that—perhaps—
somehody—a conuection of ours, might as-
sist us, DBat he did not—and times have
grown rather worse wi'n us,”

“Moighty little good in thim eonnec-
tions,” muttered the agent, and =added
aloud: “but he tould ye that he regritted
his inability '

“1 o not know,” said the lady; “he nev-
er answered my letter,”

“0, it's a letter is it?” said the agent.
“AMebbe it?ll be not direcied right it was,
or ye put the wrong stamp on the carner,
or ve didn’t stick it on firm. or ve dropped
it into one o' thim desaivin’ lamp-posts—
sure there's leshin’s of letters goes wrong.”

“No," said the ladys 1 know well whera
he lives, and 1 lefr the letter at his door:

and the servant told me that Mr, Crabbe
was at home.”
| When the azent heard that name he

cave a long whistle, in spite of his natural
voliteness, and immediately said he must
| lnok at the furnace. *‘Sute L had to git
| nway somehow,” said he to hims=I{ as he
| croped down the eellar stairs. *If I had
stnid a misute more 1’4 a? broke one of the
| tin eommandments, by spakin’ my moind
about that onld villmin., A connection o
hers, is it* Holy Moses; it's her father he
is, bad luckto him!” And the kind-heartoed
agrent went down $o the furnace, where he
apened doore and shut them again, poked
his head into wvarions bot and smoky
places anil pretanded to make a th.'-ruu;_:i
examination generally: bat his thoughts
were busy all the timea with wild plans for
the relief of the widow and her child. ol

Meanwhile the lady was not left alone;
for inran the loveliast little girl and sprang
upon ber mother’s knee. I am not good at
describing little girls. They all seem pret-
tv tome. So I will mention but one point
about little Kate, She had a pair of great
grayv eyes, which she used to fix upon the
person to whom she was speaking, and
there was something in those eyes, some-
thing deep and transparent, which made it
very hard to aveid answering any question
they might ask., It seemed as if they were
two still, clear pools, and must not be dis-
turbed by eareless or deceitiul words.
Kate's mother alwavs told her the truth
and a gond deal more of it than she might
ba expected to understand—for she was
only seven years old—but children under-
stand more than thev get eradit for: and
what they don’t understand they may ap-
i prehend,  which is much the way of
grown folks also. At all events, Kate, hav-
ing bad her mother for principal compan-
ion, knew a great deal that would surprise
yvou. Yetshe was in other respects most
childlike and innocent. In fact, perhaps,
you would have been more surprised at the
things she did not know.

“Mamma,” said Katy, “what are we
going to do about Christmas? Yon told me
to wait, and I did wait; and now I can’
“g;t any ljmz?r. To-morrow is Christmas,
this very day! And whatever is going to
be done had better be done.” T

“Il am sorry, dear,” said the lady, “to
have to disappoint you. 1 hoped it would
not be so bad. But vou must be my brave
daughter, and remember that although we
cannot afford to make any outward show
of our gladness, we have a great deal to be
thankful for, and we can be really glad in
our hearts when we think what Christmas
means, to us and to all the world.”

“Yes, I know,” said Kate, with her great
eves fixed on her mother: *“and, besides
that, I have you and vou have me, and you
are my Clristmas present and I am vours.”
Then she gave the lady a kiss and con-
tinved: *But it is wvery nice to havea

arty, as we did last year, and a Christmas

ree and such fun! Mamma, does Santa
Claus ask people whether they can afford
it before he comes®’

The emﬂﬁ so steady that one of two
things to be done—either answer or
run away. The lngy on this occasion ran
away, saying: “We will talk about that
some other time. Imaust go out before the
snow gets too deep in the street.”

“Very well,” said Katy, with dignity;
“] can wait. But, mamma, it is not wrong
to have as good a time as we can?”?

#No, indeed, my darling.”

“Then su; you leave it to me,” said
the child. Her mother was just going out
of the room, and scarcely paused to think
what Katy might mean; she said lightly:
“Yes, dear, I'll leave it to yvon,” and went

| break yvour no=e, and thon 5

up stairs to dress for her walk, with a mind

fuil of more serious cares than thossof &
Christmas celebration.

As soon as she was gone litile Kate
walked straight to the register in the flnor.
Sbe had reasoned it all out beforeband.
Santa Claus couldn’t get in by the fire-
place, because there wasn't any. Buot per-
liaps the register, communicating as it dild
with the furnace, and that with the chim-
ney, wonld do as well. And one of the
sivls at school had told her that if you
wanted anythinz from Santa Claus you
must call it into the chimney the day be-
fore Christmas, So she heﬁl her pretiy
head over the register in spite of the hos
air; and thus it came to pass that the

agent, who was at that moment poking |

about the furnace in the cellar, heard o
silvery voice ealling, *Santa Claus !

“Thunds=r an’ lightning!” said the agent,
“who's that¥' This remark was addressel
to nobody in particular: but Katy heard
it with great delight. *“Thunder and light-
ning!” she repeated, softly; *why that's
the same as donner and blitzen—'On,
Comst! on,Cupid! on Donner and Blitzen
—mamma said so! O, it must be Santa
Clauns bimself, just going around before-
hand, to find out what peorle wounld like
best!” And, not a bit frightened, she
called down the register again: *It's me—
Katy. Don’t you remember me? I would
remember you, just as plain as anything,
if I could only see you once! I'm awful
glad I came to the register just as you did
—but perbaps Istr)ppm%‘you coming up this
way into the parlor? ere youcoming up
this way into the parlor, Santa Claus?"’

*‘Och, blazes, no!” shouted the agent,
who found it very warm, even where he
was; “when I come I’ll come by the door,
an’ [ advise you to do the same, me darlin’.
This hot air isn’t good for yer little lungs.”

“(), Santa Claus, how funny Your voice
sounds! Itsounds just like the jolly agent
that comes for the rent.”

“An’ I conldn’t risimble a bitter gintle-
man; he's a broth of a boy, that agent, an’
don’t ye forget it! Sure I know him well.
But I must be gittin’ outo’ this, or I’ll spoil
me complexion !

“Very well,” called Katy; *I shall ex-
pect you at the front door!™ But she got
no reply, for the agent had gone, and in a
minute more was rubbing his head with
snow to cool it down, as he said, to a
“plisant summer hate,” while he hurried
away to old Crabbe’s in order not to be too
late with his report—and, for the time
being forgot little Katy and her childish
fancy.

Then Katy’s mother came down stairs
and went out also—hy the back door, be-
canse she was afraid of the front steps—
and Katy was left alone in the house. For
more than an hour she sat by the window,
watching for Sauta Claus to come. At last,
she saw a figure in shaggy coat and big
hat, all covered with spowflakes. That
must he he! she thought, as shs c¢lasped
her hands. He came nearer; he stopped
on the other side of the street; he Ilooked
at No. 142: he hegan to cross—ves, it
was Santa Claus! Katy flew through the
hall, opened the front door, and—tv be con-
tinwed in onr nexe!

IL

Leaving our hervine in this execiting
position, let us now ses what was happen-
ing to the lady. We mast do this, you
know, in obedience to the rules of art: but
I bate it as much as you do, and I promise
to be quick about it. The lady had deter-
mined to spend a wvery liftle money for
Katy. She would buy a Christmas card,
at Jeast. But she saw ia the shops so
many other things that she would have
been so glad to give to her child as to make
it hard for her to be resigned. And the
agenl’s talk kept running in her head. *I
only taok the letter to his door,” she mur-
mured. *“I ought to have spoken with him,
face to face. A letter he might refuse @
read: but he could not help seeing and
hearing me. Yes! I will—for Kary's sake!”
And suddenly she left the shop and bur-
ried, as though afraid she might change her
mind, to old Crabhe’s house. lis was mnot
at home, the housekesper said. She didn’t
know when he would be at home; and was
ahout to shut the door, when the lady, with
a strange impulse, said: *1 will go in and
wait for him—I am his daughter:"” and in
a moment she had passed into the well-
known house, so that the housckeeper
could do mnothing but say: “Well, she
never ! and go back to the kitchen. And
at the very moment when Crabbe’s front
door opened to let his daughter in, the
front door of No. 142 opened, and

Now we have got to it, at last. Aren’t
yvon glad? Katy was glad, and as for old
UCralbe—he didn't know he feit. To be
shot out of & snow-storm in that way; to
taink vou are going o tumble down and
g finl vourself
in a warm hall and a pretty Hiole girl dust-
ing the snow from vou wita 2 hroom, and
talking as fast as she can, is enough to turn
anyvbody's headl.

“] knew you'd come!” eried Kaly, danc-
ing round him. *“*Mamma has gone out and
I'm keeping house, and we nexdn’t tell her
till the whole thing is arranged! Whata
lot of snow vou have got on your knees!”
And down she went on fier kneos to brush
it oil,

0ld Crabbe lacked down in bewilderment
on the bright, curly head. His fdeas had
neariv all forsaken him; bat ones remained,
and that one he spoke out. *Bad hole in
the steps,” he said. *1 must have it
mended 1*? .

Katy jumped up when she heard that,
erying: *0, you dear old Santa Clans!
How could find ont so goon?

you tha®
Why, that’s one of the very things 1 was
going to ask vou!” And she climbed right
up on a chair that stood in the hall, and
threw her arms arcund old Crabbe’s neck
and gave him a kiss, so quick that he din't
know what was going to happen until it
had happened and coulin’t be prevented !
Then she took off his hat, and even began
as if she wonld help him take off his over-
coat. But he resisted that, and she said:
“0), I forgot. Of course you always wear
that. You couldn’ be taking it off and
putting it on again =0 many times. It
would wear all ou*. That’s what wears
out clothes more than anyvthing else. You
et vour arm in the lining, and rip it goes!
I know! But vou must come into the
parlor, for I’ve got lots and lots to say—
only I’ll say it very fast.”

Indeed she kept her word, for, leading
old Crabbe (who went as if he wereina
dream and never spoke a word) into the
parlor, she seated him in the arm-chair that
used to be her father’s, and then, plump!
there she was on his knee and those gray
eves just looking through him. And how
she talked! Probably old Crabbe couldn™
have stopped her if he had tried—but
he did mot try. He sat and looked
into those eyes as if they were
water and he was thirsty. Onceshe paused
to take breath, an:l, before she began again,
asked him: “Am I too heavy? 8till he
did not speak, but slowly worked his arm
sround her and shook hishead. *“I thonght
not,” she said, with a smile of superior
knowledge: *“*nobody ever said I was too
heavy.” And on she went with her story.

“So you see,” said she at last, *you have
got to help a ood deal this time. Mamma
has not got any money to spare; buat 've
got ten cents that she don’t know anything
about. The agent gave them to me one
day. We mnst get something pretty for
him. You like him, you know. You said
he was a broth of a boy!”

“(h, did I*” muttered old Crabbe: but
with those eves upon him he could not
deny it.

“Sow, I'll tell you my plan,” said the
child. *“You will take me along with vou
when you go shopping this afternoon. You
have such lots of things to get and you can
get bargains, I know.” Mamma says that

yple who buy a great deal can do much

tter, That’s one thing that makes our
things so dear, because we bauy so litttle
at 2 time. So you can help me to spend
my ten cents, and you can show me bow to
make a real merrv Christmas for mamma.
Now Santa Claus, do!/" she added, as she
saw the old man just about to speak, with
a look in his face like no; *I’d jus: do any-
thing for yon. You haven't got another
little girl in the world that would be more
gratefal than 1 wouid be!”

“Would vou"—said old Crahbe, slowly—
“do vou think you would—bos ling to—

ive me another kiss—even if I was not

nta Claus®?

“I" ,Flvtdyou a hundred, and begin right
away,” said Kate, eagerly; “but if you
wasn’t Banta Claus, of course not. It
wonldn’t be proper, unless you were my

her or something. But are
Santa Clsus, you know; so what's the use
of talking like that®”

“Yes,” said old Crabbe, boldly, “under
the circumstances, I am Santa Clans—
thowh I wish I was you grandfather.”

“Well, I don’t,” said e Katy. “D’ve
got a grandfather somewhere, and he’s no

use atall. Mamma only cries when I talk
about him and says * my dear;’ and
"l tell you what I think: I think that he is

deaf and dumb and blind, and that be has
lost his mind, too, and that they have put
him in prisor and he doa’ know enough to

]
' got out or even to wan* to get ont—just like
| a—like an idiot rabbit!” she concluded tri-

| umphantly, and added in a tone of deep
! pity; *poor old grand{ather Crabbe!”
There wes a dead silence for a minute,
|and then old Crabbe spoke. “On the
| waole,” szaid he, *I prefer t0 be Santa

Claus. Come!"
| Bat the air of bewilderment and nncer.
| tainty has disappearal. He waited im-

patiently while Katy pus on her rel cloak
| and hood, and as soon as the door was
' opon he lifted ber in kis arms and strode
| put across thedangerous step into the snow,
' The storm had ceased and the sun was still

two hours high. 3

A carriage was passing. Old Crabbe |
| bailed the driver, hired the earriage and

ut lictle Kate into it. *“Lots to do,” said

e: “we mus: hurry.”
| %0, yes, indeed,” said Katy, *“You will
| have to drive hard to get around to all the
houses. Why, it would take an hour to go
to the little girls that  know.”

“How many do you know? Tell me whers
they live,” said he; and in a few minutes
he bad the names of some twenty gls.
Then he stopped the carriage and left Katy
in it for a moment. Looking out of the |
window she saw him enter a door t:ower1
which was the sign: *District Tel h
Office. Mes=engers at all Hours.” But she
did not see or hear his astonishing per-
formance in there, the resuit of which was
that all the mmessengers in the concern were
off within five minutes carrying invitations
to the houses of Katy’s friends, begging
them to please excuse lack of ceremony
and come to No. 142, with their brothers,

| missive and found herself addressed in

Clever Strategies.

One of the most ingenious methods of
obtaining money without asking for it
was that adopted by Queen Elizabeth's
famons Ambassador, Dr. Dale. Onone
oecasion, when dispatching letters o
the Secretary of Stata, he artfully sent
one addressed inside to **his dear Kate™
in a cover addressed to *‘Her Most Ex-
cellent Majesty.” The astonishment
of the Queen when she opened the |

the most endearing terms, **my deared,
my loved: petted and sweethearted,”
can well be imagined. But when she
read the passage where she was made
acqusinted with the state of his health |
and the emptiness of his purse, she fell |
at once into the trap, and, with unusual |
liberality, relieved his necessities. An-
other good story is told of the way in
which the sume rart_v got pecuniary
help from his royal mistress. Prior to
his departure for Flanders on State
business he had an audience of the|
Queen, when he was informed that he
was to receive a daily allowance of
twenty shillings for expenses. Dale,
however, thought this sum very insuf-
ficient, and was not at all satistied with |
the amount. He was notslow in adopt-

]
|
|
|
|

the Republican editors are hammeri
away at the *‘Southern outrage
pess. They have apparently se:zed upon
this as the basis of their campaiga
work, and are determined to put 1t for-
ward as the chief argument of their
canvass. Nothing more strongly illus-
trates the weakness of their cause than

! people of this country will not be led by

The Negro Not an Issue.
It is wonderful with what persistency

" busi-

the resurrection of this thoro hly dead
issne. It was worked for all it was |
worth in 1876, and vet the doubtful |
States of New York, New Jersey, Con- |

| necticut and Indiana went Demoeratic, |

snd with sufficiently large majorities to |
settle once for all the failure of such an
issue to make Republican voters. The

the nose by scheming Republican poli-
ticians, and this is plain to everybody.
The Republican editors, however, pro-
fess not to know it, and are now busy
at work trying to create a public senti-

ment calculated to provoke hostility be- |

tween the sections upon the ground of
the antipathy of the white people of the
South toward the negro. This will cer-
tainly fail, for the simple reason that
the voters of the North have now other |

The Assassin Stab at the Liberties of
the Counfry. s

The reconstruction measures censti-
tuted a bold attempt to destroy our po-

litical system. und murder the liberties

of the le. The essential guaran-
tees on freedp om, oxtoﬂbd- from the
crown after many centuries of struggle
and bloodshed on the part of the peopls

in England, secured in Magna Charta,
and eopied into our Constitutions,
were here, at s single blow cloves

down, and a military despotism estab-
lished on their ruins. Alas! for the
recklessness of u:ﬁ::yﬂ.lom ambition
and partisan cupidity. partisans
who did it, imowingly set aside the

Constitation thay had sworn to z:r
port, and esdilfuilly and wanioniy

trampled down its most sacred and es
sential provisions. This was a solemn
warning to the people against the dan-
gers attending even the most positive
guarantees of their liberties m a wrnit-
ten Constitution, when the Dantons,
Robespierres and Marsts bave the lead
in public affairs. 1f the impeachment
of President Johnson had been suecess.
ful, and Ben Wade had been put into
his place, the myrm of power,

and fathers and mothers, too, if they liked,
that very evening.

As old Crabbe was about to get into the
carriage again he spied the agent coming
along the street. “Just the man I want e
sea! Hello, there! Goright down to No.
142, and stop on the way at the confection-
er’s and order a supper for about—well,
about a hundred—and have those steps

and more important questions to con- | under the lead of "Thad Stevens, would
sider than the political status of the | have taken the control of affairs, and
negro. After the war, when the South | this country would have had to pass
was in a chaotic condition, there might | through the horrid scenes of the French

ing a method whereby his mistress
should be made acquainted with the
fact. He replied that he should spend

mended in half an hour; and while you are
about it, pet a big Christmas tree, and all |
the fixings. Never mind what it costs, 1"l |
pay it: I'm good for it—well, what are you |
staring at? _Get along, can’t you? Stay— |
this is for yourself. Now hurry up, will |
you?? And he put into the hands of the
astonished agent several gold pieces |
amounting to more than a month’s salary. |
But the agent caught a glimpse of Katy in
the carriage, and understood how the |
matter lay without any explanations; and |
away he went, as wild as a young colt with |
delight. %** Whoop ! said he; *“to think of |
ould Crabbe caught by the witeh of a
choild. O, ;Kathleen Mavourneen! av ye
begin this wav whin ye're young, faith the
boys'll break hearts an’ heads for yer
purty eyes whin ye’re a bit older!"

Meanwhile old Crabhe—old Crabbe!— |
was shopping like mad. Whatever Katy |
admired he bought. The shopkeepers all
knew him, and knew that he was able to
pay. So theyv made no objection to his ex-
travagance, t\:r:ug11 they could not under-
stand it, Atlast Katy herself interfered.
“Santa Ciaus,” said she, gravely, *l am
afraid you are spending too much money.
You don't seem to understaud shopping.
You ought to loock at things and admire
them and ask the price, and whether they
will wash, and say vou will look further
before deciding; and then the clerk will
offer to sell them to you at cost, becanse it’s
vou, and he would like to oblige an old
customer !

0, I know how it’s done!” said old
Crabbe, remembering his merchant days.

“Then why don’t you do it?” pursued
Katy. *“You just ask how much it is, and
say ‘Do it up!” That’s no way to shop!
And I'm afraid you'll waste all the money
in the world, and that will make every-
body poor!”

“Now,don’t you worry,” said old Crabbe,
cheerily. *I like this way of shopping
best. And I've got plenty. Why, child,
I've got twenty thousand dollars to spend,
if I like!”

(), what alot!” said Katy. *“BurI sup-
dose it don’t make so very much when you
divide it around. Of course, [ like it; yon
needn’t stop on my account. I never had
such fun in my life as buying the Christmas
presents for allthe boysand girls in town !”

So that wild shopping went on until both
of them were tired. Meanwhile the agent
and a crowd of assistants were working
like men distracted at No. 142, receiving
and arranging the articles that came to the
door ina perfect procession of express
wagons; and all the folks in the neignbor-
hood were flattening their noses on their
window-panes in admiration at the goings
on at No. 142, or else they were scrubbing
and dressing the children who bad been in-
vited to spend the evening there.

At last old Crabbe and Katy drove up te
the door. It wasalmost time for the party
tno begin. He wouldn’s let her go into the
parlor, but made her hurry up stairs to her
own room to put on her best dress. *What-
ever yvou find up there on the bel” he
shouted after her, “that’s what I mean!”
For there had been a bundle of wonderful
clothes—just out of fairy Iand—sent to the
house an hour before, with directions to
the azent; and the contents were all ar-
ranged in Katy’s chamber. Now it was
her turn to think she was in a dream!

But old Crabbe was vervy wide awalio
now. He dashed back into the carriage and
drove swiftly to his own house. The house-
keeper met him at the door, but he ran hy
her so quickly that he was haif-way up
stairs before he heard her say: “And now
she's mane, and zood riddance !™

AW no's gone*? he asked, sharply.

“ A erazy woman, who said she was your
dauchter, and stayed till I told her to get
oat.”

“Yon're an 0ld fool!” said Mr. Crabbe to
the housekezper. “No:; PPm an old fool--
orwas. But I can’t stop to explain now.
Look here: vou'll have the upstairs bed-
rooms aired to-morrow, and send word to
the cabinet-maker and—and everyhody—
that I want to see themearly. Do vou
hear?  Andold Crabbe disappeared into
his own room, leaving the housekeeper
struck by lightning. In less thanten min-
utes he was out again, dressed in a blue
cont with brass bottons and a splendid
frilled shirt-bosom, such as fine gentlemen
used to wear in his vounger days. And he
certainly looked like a fine gentieman, a
vounger and happier one than had gone
out of that hose for many a day. Into the
carriage again and off like the wind!

As he whirled through the streets, he
caught sight of a woman’s figure, plodding
slowly along the snowy sidewalk. He
started and was on the point of stopping
the carriage: but he checked himself, say-
ing: “Itisonly a few minutes more that
she will wait and suffer, And perhaps she
could not forgive me here and now.
must have the child at hand. So he leaned
back out of sight, and the carriage drove
swiltly by, leaving the lady toiling bravely
but sadly homeward.

Why, what was this? Her old house
gleaming with lights and running over
with musie and laughter—guests coming in
crowds—those rickety steps gone—a bower
of greens arching the front door! She
leaned against the gate in speechless
amazement. But they were on the lookout
for her and omce more—for the last time ic
this story—Katy opened the door and—

To be continued; for the happiness that
came that day never departed any more
but was continued, like a story withoul
end, throngh the next and the next and the
next.—R. W. Raymond, in Our Continent

S

No Mystery to Him.

A stubbed farmer, who had come
market with a load of potatoes, enterec
a restaurant near the Central Marke:
and called for a dozen oysters on the
half-sheil. A couple of jokers happenec
to be in the place, and, while one at
tracted the farmer's attention for s
moment, the other dropred a bullet
into one of the oyster shells. The maz
zulped down one after another, unti. |
he got the one with the bullet in hi:
mouth. Calmly and quietly he bit al
the lead with his teeth—calmly and
quietly he removed it from his moutk
and turned to the light. :

“By George! but it's 3 bullet!”” cried |
one of the men.

“*Probably shot into the oyster to kil |
him.”” added the other.

“Well, that is a mystery!”’ said the
man behind the counter.

“Gentlemen, that's no mystery tc
me,"” replied the farmer, as he deposited
the ball in his vest pocket. *“At the
b.ulci of Fafur o‘h'themleg geit:;y years
ago, I was hit in at very
bullet. It's been a long time workin
up, but she's here at last, and I'll hav.
it hung to my wateh chain if it caost

five dollars.’'—Delroit Free Press.
- pestication of Buffalo talve:

nineteen shillings a day, and in answer
to a question as to what would be done
with the other shilling, said: *“That 1!
shall keep for my Kate, and my boys,
Tom and Dick.”” The hint was taken
and the allowanece increased.

Every one has heard the story of how
Sir Walter Scott when a boy cut off the
button from the waisteoat of his school-
fellow, and by thus depriving him of
twirling the button when he was asked
a question (a pecuiar habit he had got
into) Sir Walter reached the top of bis
class.

But the story of the clever physician
and the obstinate patient is not so well
known. The latter, who was a West-
of-England Bishop, and a notoriously
stanch Conservative, had for some time

| been very ill, and with other prescrip-

tions the doctor advised that at regular
intervals a small dose of brandy should
be administered. To this, however,
the prelate had a decided objection: he
obstinately refused to taste a drop of
the intoxicating liquor. The physician
insisted, nay, even implored his patient

' to take a small quantity, but the Bishop

as firmly and politely declined. Here
was a dilemma. The probability was
that his obstinacy would be the cause
of his death. Few, in the same posi-
tion. would have been struck with the
same ides as the doctor. Quickly
walking to the bedside of the sick man,
he said: “You are aware that Russell

' have been some reason why benevolent | yevolution.
| country was saved such barbarous and

people would take a lively interest in

By a narrow escape the

the negro from a natural desire to pro- | jnexpressible calamities.

tect him from the passions which the

war had produced; but afier twenty |

vears of peace, and with all these Yn.-a-
sions allayed, and the intermingling

which common interessts has made nec- 'I

essary, no such sentimental feeling ex-
ists, and no sring of the Northern heart
is needed. The negro has made
trouble enough in this country already,
and the peace of the Nation requires
that this disturbing element be taken
out of politics. There is no doubt that
the people of the North agree with this
sent.ment. and will so deelare if this
sabject is again forced into prominence.

The man who would deliberately re-
open such an exciting topic and parade

before the public eye the exaggerated |

evidences of Southern hostility to the
aegro, simply to stimulate the failing

fortunes of a [mlilil,'a‘. party, is no friend |

of peace and zool government, and has
not at heart the welfare of his country.
He is simply a fomenter of strifes and
discords, and deserves no place in the
considerations of patriotic people.
issnes of the time are thoroughly and
intensely practical.
with the material development of in-
dustrial activities and the advancement
of the people who contribute to the
wealth and progress of the Nation.
Whether labor shall have beiter protec-

The |

They have to do|

The attempt to run Grant for a third
term was a furile and remote expedient
to accomplish the same result. When
Hayes became President through the
extraordinary device of the Electoral
Commission, *““he was weak enough "
(as the Radicals termed it) *“*to think
that there was some vitality left in the
old Constitution,”” and therefore with-
drew the army from the Southery
States. And for this he was proseribed
| and excommunicated from his party,
and has never since had even a respeet-
ful recogniticn from the Radieal major.
ity. That the Radical majority intend-
ed to continue tne military Government
| over the Southern States as subjugated
provinces for twenty years, as Thad
| Stevens said, or until the relations of
| the Southern States as members of the
Federal Union were utterly destroyed,
is manifest and undeniable.  They
{ made a mistake in Hayes, and public
opinion has been running against them,

That the radical Republican majority
intended @ revolution in our political
system; that they designed to use the
results of the war to destroy and blot
out the States, centralize all power ir
the Federal Government, is clear and
certnin. For this purpose the solemc
pledge of the public faith and honot
under the Crittenden Resolution was

is in office, and a Whig will be .-‘l'.‘l;‘" tion against the organized oppressions | shamelessly repudiated. Toe destruc-
successor to_the b’-"_l‘“i";“" s] i“ of capital and whether the burdens of | tjion of what Clay denominated * the
touched him in a weak point. Slowly o qvon shall be lightened so that pa- | fairest fabrie of human government thet

raisine himself in the bed, he said:
“Fetch the brandy, doctor; if necessary
I will drink a quart.”

But by far the most singnlar method
of obtaining a desired end was that
which is accredited to Gretry. If he
happened to be walking with any one
who went too quick, or too slow, he
regulated their steps to his own by soct-
ly singing or whistling a tune, the time
of which was in accordance with the
time he wished to be kept.  He wonld
argue: “To say ‘vou walk too fast, or
too slow,’ is impolite, but to sing sofily
an air to the time of the walk of your

tient toilers shall be able to live toler-
ably and decentiy and not dig and delve
for their masters like so many slaves—
these are the questions of the hour
transcending far the sentimental love
for the negro, and above and beyond
such clap-trap as our Republican
friends would put forward for publie
consideration. The laboring millions
of the country, who=e wants and needs
have for years been overlooked by
senseless clamors for negro rights, are
not likely to grow enthusiastic over
supposed negro wrongs when they with
better and stronger claims to National

ever rose to animate the hopes of civil-
ized man”’ was not only attempted an¢
intended, but so far accomplished as
actually to destroy for a time ten States
| as members of the Federal Union.

Had this political party at the close
of the war carried out the pledge of the
Crittenden Resolution and restored the
Union, **with all the dignity, equality
and riehts of the several States unim-
paired,” and aimed to cultivate peace,
amity and fraternity with the people ol
the Southern States, which true states-
manship required, it would have se.
cured for itself the respect of the world

companion, and then by slow degrees jneerest cannot get an andience, denied | and the confidence of the country. But,
either to quicken the time or to make it shom by the very men who now clamor | alas! the Radieal leaders never rose to s
slower, is  strategem as innocent 8s it for negro sympathy. The ery of the ‘ comprehension of any such magnanim-
is convenient. skilled workman in the factory and in E Lust ol

Stage robberies in Mexico were even
until lately very frequent, but at the
time of the French occupation of the
State they were of almost daily oceur-
rence. To put a stop to these continu-
al robberies the French commander hit
upon a capital idea. Half a dozen Zou-
aves were dressed in ladies’ attire,
closely veiled, and sent as passenzers
in the next stage.. They carried theh

the shop has never had an answering
response from these Republican enthu-
siasts except to give the ecapitalist more
opportunity to double his dividends,
and it is not at all likely that the for-
eotten laborer will rend his shirt over
neero diffienities in the South while his
own claim to public attention has never
been heeded. And yet it is to this
class that these howls for sympathy are

partisan power and public plunder filled
their minds. Revolution, the centrali
| zation of all power in the Federal Gov-
ernment, and the destruction of the
| Southern States as States of the Ameri-
| ean Union they viewed as essential te
their partisan ascendency. For this
[ they were willing to sacrifice not only
[ the Constitution and the Union, but the
| last great experiment of man for free

'it}' or elevation of thought.

carbines beneath tl:u fu[s!«uf t‘i:t-.:; '11'.'“'“;' :ut.,i_,-‘..,;,.d' | government.  “Liberty! how many
As we "‘I"":h':‘.‘ the mail was ’_‘.t'lp""':l [he negro has had more care and | erimes are committed in thy name!™
and the “ladies,” leaving with the pope publie sympathy and attention | Truly has it been said:

other passengers, drew up in line, as
was the enstom, & few paces from the
vehicle, while the searching was going
on. Suddenly the “ladies™ raised their
carbines and performed the strangely
unfeminine act of shooting stone dead
some dozen vobbers. It is perhaps
needless to add that thiz served as a
warniner to the stage robbers on that
route at least, it being only neeessary
from thenceforth to display & shawl
and a bonnet to secure a comiortable
passaze.

A deviee somewhat similar to the
forecoine, but in which the robbers, ot
robber, reaped the benefit, was that ol
a Hounslow Heath highwayman.
This ingenio:s raseal procured a largze
quantity of straw, old clothes, and hall
a dozen pistols.  His next step was te
siuff the old clothes with the straw,
fastening the pistols in the outstretched
hands of his mock companions, and
then rear them against a tree.  Pres
ently a earriange came raitling along,
and the usoal ery of “*Halt!” rang out,
The coachman, with the cold muzzie
of a pistol to his forehead, of course
complied. The inmates of the coach,
being shown the fizures of the men,
which in the dark could only be imper-
fectly distinguished, yielded to what
they thonght to be superior forces,
and the cosch being robbed it was al
lowed to proceed on its journey.

Very cleverly, too, were a company
of Uhians outwitted during the Franco-
Prussian war. A farmer who was
warned that these unwelcome visitor:
might be expected at any moment and

than the white man The whole foree
and power of the Government has been
exerted in bis behalf.  Congress has de-
cloured itself to be his friend, and Re-
publican statesmanship has exhausted
itself devising wayvs and means for his
henefit and advantaece. He has no rea-
son to l-nln;lf::in and no amount of po-
litical elumor will secure him farther
attention If in followinz the fortunes
of men who were willinz to disorzanize
all social laws and eustoms and ruin
anything and everything just so that
their seliish ambition might prosper,
negroes found themselves in antagon-
ism to the well-being of the State and
the
volvesdd themselves in trouble, the indus-
tr ous mechanie who minds his business
and seeks by patient labor to advance
himself, need not be called on to espouse
such a quarrel. and certainly pot to
take issue against the race of which
he is a part. The thousands of
id'e, shiftless nezroes in the South, who
neglect their work to turn politicians,
and stan{ about the polling places prat-
ing of rights of which they know noth-
ing, and spending their time encour-
aging idleness among others, these are
not worth the attenton of thinking
people, and yet it is this eclass who gre
always wetting into trouble and from
which the election riots come. It is
the heizht of absurdity to make suech a
crowd of thourhtless idlersand loafers
the basis for political issues, and invite
the attention of the country to their
local tizhts and brawls as topies of Na-
tional interest. We have had enough

interests of her eitizens, and in-|

“ Man's inhumanity to man
Makes conntless thousands mourn.™

{ A man who murders, or attempts to
murder another man from base and
sellish purposes, is an object of abhor-
rence to mankind in genersl. But a
man, or set of men, who murder of at
tempt to murder the liberties of a whole
people, valued far Leyond the sanctity
of human life, commits a crime which,
in turpitude and atroeity, defies the
power of humar langunage to define o1
express. Vietor Hugo,with all hisgreat
deseriptive powers, has taken a whole
| volume to portray in his “ history of a
Crime " the magnitude and atroeity o}
the crime of the usurper, Louis Napo-
| leon, in robbing the people of Franece of
| their liberties and substituting o mili-
| tary despotism for the Republic of that
country.—dmerican Register.

A Big **Yell” Next Year.

We are told in the dispatches of Re
publican newspapers that the anhounce-
ment of the nom:nation of Mr. Carlisle
by the caneus of Demecratic represen-
tatives in Congress was ‘‘greeted with
the old rebel yell.”” It is a practice in
this country ‘where contests take place
in political bodies, for the victors to sig-
nify their gratification by vocal demoa-
strations. This praetice is not confined
to any party. The yell that followed
the defeat of Grant at the Chicago con:
vention was perhaps a rebel yell. in the
same sense that the applause succeed-
ing the nomination of the Union General
Hancock at Cincinnati was ene. Union-

make a raid on his property, set 1o of the pegro as an element in political ism and secessionism, treason and pat-
work in the following adroit manner consideration. He hos the same pro-| riotism, are hard to be di-tinguis in

‘He literally clothed his cows, sheep and
goats in cast-off petticoats and gown:
of his wife and aaughter, torn trow-
sers, sheets and blankets. Then s
large quantity of medicine bottles were
placed in conspicuous Positions in the
tield, in the center of all a large squirt.

Finally the Uhlans did arrive, and with |

wonder they gazed at the grotesquely-
attired animals. “The ]I)Iag-nc! the
plague!” wildly gesticulated the farmer.
when they were within hearing dis
tance. That was enough for the Uhlans:
turning their horses’ heads they rod¢
away to forage elsewhere.—Chambers
Journal.

A Bachelor’s Deise.

tection which the white man has, and if
he violates the peace and gets into
trouble he has all needful remedies for
defense and deliverance. He is no more
a National issue, and no amount of ex-
cited declamation ean make him one.—
Washingion Post.

> o—

Not Likely to Fire the Northern Heart.

What do the Republicans expect to
do with the old mildewed and moth-
saten bloody shirt im 18847 It didn’t
fire the Northern heart in 1876, and it
is not likely to do it now. The factis,

' it was never znything but a cloak to

An eccentric old bachelor, namec |

Borniface B. Deroo, who has been a res
ident of Akron, ()., a greal many years.
died recem.l{. leaving an estate in real

and personal property valued at aboul |

$25,000. He directed in his will that
£1,000 should be :rplied to the purchase
of a lot in Glendale Cemetery, supply-
ln%s granite monument and a metallic
coffin for his body, allthe residue of his
estate to be devoted to the erection of s

I
|
| |

!

hide the nefarious acts of the Repub-
lican carpet-bagrers when they had
Federal bayonets to back their despotic
rule of the Southern States. This out-
rage business never determined the re-
sult of asingle election in a Northern
State except when the revulsion of
popular sentiment, which the persistent
vilification of the South finally createq,
brought Republican States into the
Democratic column. How, then, is it
to besefit the Republican party at this
late day? There are no Southern States

' & hazza. There might be a difference
between a stalwart yell and a halfi-breed
yell as between s man’s and a girl's or
child's: butitis ge it dowm toa
fine point when a yell is to be recog-
nized in tone or modulation, or shriil-
ness, or volume, or ecoatinuance, in re-
spect to its fealty, or the reverse, to the
oid flag. It was too bad that right in
the Capitol. underneath the statue of
liberty, there should bhave been heard
Saturday night the “eid rebel yell,” and
worse yet that so many who helped to
swell it bad, some twent ars AgO,
kept step to the music of t{e nion, andl
who have never been lacking in loyalty.
either since or before. We hope and ex-

t to hear of more such yells; and un-
ess all signs fail the welkin will ri
with a big ooe mot a year henoa.,—:ﬁ
Leuis Republican.

—A French authoress, whose full title
and cognomen is Countess Gabrielle
Sybil Aimee Marie Antoinette de Re-
quetti de Mirabau Jde Martel de Jan-
ville, bas sued La Vie Moderne for pub-
lishing ber porirait. Freach news-
papers will probably say ¥ttle abous the

t on account of they run

: <y : axmept'ﬂ inia in the power of a Re- i :
ﬁy:l?qntal. mmn w:?lchs‘ho‘;ljf puhh;an Emecgnm ..:d uahonzar -:ﬂ of spelling her name wrong.
ineti thout Im' d Ii thou ot ho o such acts un =y
sex. ol.}tgl; tund'i:not largtg’e:g:xogrh:: T g the bloody shirt as were done ]y::ngha 1 g.on ‘h:?‘,f},e mine
plish this, it isto be held in truss in Lonisiana and other Southerm States %t Virgi —

by the city until a sufficient surplus F,as
been obtained. Deroo had always'seen
a very fruzal man, and amassed, this
sum by days’ wages.—Cincinnuli En
guirer,

in 1876. The day for that sors of work
has gone never to return.—Eachange.

—Turkey, like a fur-lined cirenlar,

may be=aid to be fashionable throughout
meywinter months.

earthed an old siedge wiich was rec<
ognized by a veteran miner present as.
one that John W. Mackay used in the
mine over twenty years azo.—Ciicago
| Tribune,




